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	1. Chapter 1

**Thank you KDesai for requesting the date! This will be a small story with a few chapters showing how Barry and Len adjust to their new relationship. All set to take place before My Boyfriend's Back but can act as a stand alone. **

Leonard raced through the streets of Central City, Barry Allen's body leaning against him but also moving his body to mimic his own. The kid's arms were wrapped tightly but comfortably around his waist. They were headed to Saints and Sinners to have a talk, a talk that he and his libido hoped would turn to something much more fun.

He had walked out of the library, eyes intently focused on five of who knew how many members of Team Flash. Dr. Caitlin Snow, Detective Edward Thawne, Iris West, Cisco Ramon and of course Barry 'The Flash' Allen were discussing and arguing about the movie they'd all just seen and it had been far more amusing than the film itself.

Apparently that had been one strike to many for the young man he'd met there for what should have been a first date. He would have felt bad for letting his obsession get the better of him had there been an actual attraction between the two or a spark, but as it was, he felt nothing. The young man was a poor substitute for what he really wanted. So he hadn't argue when the younger man walked to his own car without him.

Barry and Cisco were valiantly arguing the merits of bad guys remaining bad guys and the terrible way in which, as Barry so eloquently put it, they neutered Maleficent and turned her into a 'fairy God-mother'. His unexpected laugh had been shielded by the detective and doctor's own bark of laughter when Barry had first thrown out the term neutered.

Iris tried and failed to defend the idea of the character along with it's message that romantic love was not the only type of true love. He agreed with her on that point alone, but neither of the two geeks had been willing to concede.

Len had been completely taken aback by Barry's point of view of fictional villains being far more popular than their hero counter parts. It didnt seem right that an actual, real life superhero was a bigger fan of the types of men he'd thrown in jail or prison.

As the group had separated, Len was too engrossed in listening to what they were saying to simply let them leave. It had been one of the best decisions he'd made that night. Maybe even that entire week. Why? Because he'd heard _everything. _

Barry Allen, little goodie-two-shoes that he was had admitted that not only did he find him attractive, but that he found him sexy. Thanks to the wonderfully absurd but brilliant engineer, he'd also confirmed that he, Leonard Snart, was his type and that he did indeed have a crush on him. Cisco had even managed to get Barry to admit he liked him _because_ he was Captain Cold and that even if he'd been a super-hero he might not have been interested.

And why?

Because he wasn't just a villain, he was _Barry's_ villain. _The Flash's_ villain.

He hadn't been able to resist. The moment he'd heard that he was his type, Leonard had made his move and stepped out from between a couple of cars to face Barry. He hadn't even known the younger man was gay, let alone into him. But after he'd known, he needed to explore, he had to know exactly how much of their connection was based on lust and adrenaline or if there was something more to it.

He'd waited until Cisco was gone before leaning close, his arm still around his waist, and pressed his lips to Barry's ear. "So Scarlet, care to take a ride?" He let the double entendre slip free, loving the heat the kid's blush gave off.

They pulled up to the bar that was completely packed on a Saturday night and parked in the owner's space. "Wait, this place is yours?"

"Got a have some kind of legal income." Len shrugged as he removed his helmet. He took Barry's from him and locked them to his black bullet bike and climbed off.

"I guess that makes sense." Barry looked nervous as he got off the bike and immediately shoved his hands back in his jacket pockets. He had only been there a handful of times and he looked and probably felt out of place.

"Relax kid, I'm the only one who bites." He smirked.

"Actually about that," He stepped up to Len and leaned close before he whispered. "you haven't told any of your Rogues about my identity, right?"

He rolled his eyes as he slung his arm around his waist again. "Come on, Kid, have a little faith. I haven't told anyone who you are, not even my sister."

"Can you blame me for doubting? You did betray me."

"Still never let your identity slip." He shrugged deciding they needed to get away from that subject fast. "Now, you wanna come in and talk or should I let you take off?"

He watched as Barry seemed to really think about it. He may have wanted the boy in his bed, but he wasn't going to force him into something he didn't really want. Still, he couldn't deny the sting of rejection as the kid remained silent for sixty-seven seconds. "I want to talk."

Before he could change his mind, Leonard walked them into the bar and ignored the shouts of and cheers from a few of his rogues. It was after eleven so he wasn't at all surprised by how drunk Mark, Mick and Hartley were. Barry pressed closer which he couldn't deny he liked as he steered him through the crowd of people and to his office.

"We'll have a lot more privacy in here." He closed the door behind Barry and smiled when he saw the look of shock on the kid's face.

It wasn't so much an office as it was a very large room with a billiards table, two recliners and a a small sofa, a big garish wooden desk and a red leather desk chair. There walls were lined with shelves full of books, with the exception of the wall opposite the door. That one had it's own door that led to a bathroom.

"I'd offer you a drink, but I'm pretty sure you'll decline." Len smiled as he walked over to the sofa and took a seat. He patted the empty space beside him.

Barry joined him but he looked more and more uncomfortable by the second. He wished the kid could get drunk, but he knew it wasn't possible with his metabolism. When he'd learned his identity he'd stalked him and was able to determine that much by the amounts of food he ate in a single day as well as how quickly he healed.

"Why do you think I'd decline?"

"Because you've never had a beer when you've come in and because I'm certain you aren't capable of benefiting from it." He smirked.

"Yeah that's pretty much true."

"So, you like the bad guys?" He tilted his head as he looked at Barry's lips.

"I...I wouldn't say it quite like that." The red he turned was quite attractive. "I mean, in fiction it really is different. Bad guys are usually cooler. They get the better outfits, the better lines and they get to do things that everyone wants to do, even the hero."

"Sounds like real life, too."

"How do you figure?" Barry chuckled, his body losing a fraction of the tension curled in his shoulders.

"Don't get me wrong, Scarlet, I like your suit just fine, but I think we both know who has the better wardrobe." He teased. "My lines are far cooler than yours," he paused to enjoy the sound of Barry's soft laughter and also for effect. "and I definitely get to to do things that everyone wants to do. Even you."

"Like what?" The kid challenged with an open smile. "What do you get to do that I don't?"

"Well for one," Leonard leaned forward, placing a hand on Barry's hip and pressing his cheek against the kid's. "I get to debauch superheroes like you."

"You've had other superheroes?" Barry grinned.

"Gotta start somewhere, Scarlet." He replied and brought his free hand up to caress his cheek, his eyes tracing the lines of Barry's lips, his fingers following after. He felt more than saw the shiver that ran through Barry as his whole body turned red.

"What else?" Barry asked softly. "What else do you get to do that I'd want to do?"

"I get paid for one." He answered dryly. "And don't even try to tell me that you get paid in the way of knowing you did a good job or I swear I'll..."

The young man laughed again and placed his hands on Len's chest, moving them to the lapels of his jacket as he pulled it off. "You'll what?"

Leonard had never been a man to ignore an obvious invitation, so he closed the small gap between them and answered him with a kiss. It was soft, but warm as their lips moved together and he deepened it when Barry's arms wrapped around his neck. When Barry moaned into the kiss, Len couldn't help the possessive growl that rumbled through him.

"We need ground rules." Barry gasped as he pulled back, their eyes meeting.  
>"Agreed." Len nodded but pulled him close for another kiss. "I don't stop pulling heists or other jobs and you keep coming after me."<p>

"But I won't put you or your teammates away so long as you don't kill or harm anyone innocent."

"Rogues, Barry, Rogues." He teased as he moved his lips to kiss and nip down the kid's jaw. "We get to defend ourselves no matter who it is." He amended as he felt Barry's hands tug his tucked in shirt from his jeans. "Got it?"

"Fine." Barry nodded. "You can defend yourselves, like I said. Life and death, though." He brought his trembling hands back up to the front of his chest and started working on his tie, Len still biting at his jaw and neck. "None of this I had to kill to avoid jail or prison."

The fevered touches increased between them as Len tried to stay in control of his own thoughts. He couldn't afford to agree to something only to back out of it later when he realized how preoccupied he'd been. Barry threw his tie to the floor with his jacket and then worked on the buttons, and Len was a little shocked he wasn't speeding through it.

"This isn't a one night stand." Barry whispered self-consciously and the sound in his voice was worried and so small that Len forced himself to stop and actually look at the kid. "I mean it. If that's what you want this to be, I should, I should leave now before we get too carried away."

He frowned as he tried to understand what the kid was saying. Honestly he hadn't put much thought into what they were about to do, he'd been running on lust since he'd heard Barry call him sexy and insist that he was his type.

"What are you asking for, Barry?" He was tempted to call him Scarlet, but he needed the kid to understand that he was being serious at the moment.

"I don't do casual." Barry blushed. "Well, maybe it's more like I can't...I fall easy and I can't keep emotions out of sex."

Len leaned back against the arm of the sofa and smirked as he really let himself think about it. He shrugged out of his long sleeved shirt and dropped it, letting himself cool down in his white undershirt as Barry's concerns sunk in. What would dating Barry Allen be like? What would dating The Flash be like? Then again, they were going over ground rules and he'd been on board with that so he clearly had wanted this to continue passed tonight.

"So you want us to date." Len clarified. "In and out of costume?"

"Yes. I mean, well only if..." He stammered and blushed and then laughed at himself. "Only if you are interested. If you don't want me or want to pursue more than that's fine just you know, tell me."

"Don't give you the cold shoulder?" Len couldn't help himself and he was more than pleased when it got Barry's self-deprecating smile to turn back to a more natural and genuine one. "You actually want to find out what it's like to date a villain, then I'm game, but nothing changes between us when in costume."

"Wait, really?" He smiled brightly. "You actually want to date me?"

"Let's just say your definitely my speed." Barry rolled his eyes at him and he couldn't help his own soft laughter. "Yes I want to try dating you. Any other ground rules on your end?"

"I'm not kidding about the murder thing, Leonard." Barry nodded. "I will not date a murderer."

"Fine. Who amongst the Rogues knows you are The Flash?"

"Hartley Rathaway is the only one I know of." Barry sighed. "He figured it out on his own when he first came after Harrison Wells."

"No one else?"

"As far as I know and it has to stay that way." He said. "Enough people know my identity as it is."

"Done, though my sister and Mick will probably figure it out on their own." Len warned.

"Wait, Mick? Really?"

"Despite what you and your little team believe, Mick's a very intuitive guy. He may not be book smart like you and your friends, but he's very observant and very little gets by him unless there's a flame or pretty face to distract him."

"OK well, on my end," Barry frowned and sighed.

"I don't mind being your dirty little secret, Kid." Len smirked. "Obviously the Detective can't know about me and neither can the public. They find out and you lose your job."

Barry shivered and for a moment, Leonard was convinced the kid was going to back out. He caught his eyes, however and realized he'd misread the action. The kid's pupil's were blown and he looked like he was about to pounce on him. Dating a bad boy really did turn him on!

"No dating other people. Even to convince others you aren't dating me." Len added.

"What?"

"I mean it. I'll keep my more homicidal urges in check, but one thing I won't tolerate, is anyone else in your life. No fake dates to keep the detectives off our trail. No kisses, no hand holding, none of it. You want out, you tell me. Go behind my back and I'll show you and whoever you betray me with just how cold I can be."

He expected Barry to argue, maybe even snap at him for being such a jealous and possessive jerk. Instead the kid had climbed into his lap in a flash and was kissing him as hungrily and urgently as he could. His hands were already working to pull his shirt off and Leonard was more than pleased to find someone who finally found his nature a turn on.

Len couldn't count the men he'd scared off with that warning, which was why he usually made it clear early on. Incidentally, it was also why he rarely saw the same guy more than once.

"Same goes for you. I mean I wouldn't threaten them, but you know." Barry breathed rapidly and before Leonard could agree, their lips were fused together once more.

There was more, there had to be more, but Leonard quickly lost his focus when Barry palmed his erection over his jeans. He moaned from the unexpected contact and then realized that the kid in his lap was far too covered for his liking. He immediately set to stripping Barry out of his jacket and t-shirt.

"Don't...don't stop being you though, OK?" Barry blushed as he pulled back. "I mean don't hurt people, but don't ever change."

With a soft chuckle, Leonard quickly agreed. "That's not something you'll ever have to worry about, Scarlet." He kissed him again. "You just promise me that The Flash will never stop trying to foil Captain Cold's heists and I promise there will always be a Captain Cold pulling heists."


	2. Mall Date

When Len said he was possessive, it had been an understatement. He kept him close as they moved through the crowds of people, kept some bit of his own skin in constant contact with Barry's at all times. Perhaps Barry shouldn't have been so comfortable with the unhealthy tendencies in the older man, but after spending years pining for people who didn't want him it was hard not to revel in the feeling of being wanted.

They walked around the mall hand in hand, something Barry was more than a little surprised to find that Len really enjoyed. Barry had never been on a 'mall date' and Leonard had decided it would be a good way to see if there was more between them than sexual tension.

"So what does a mall date entail?" Barry asked with a shy smile as they continued through the massive structure. He was trying to exude confidence like the man beside him, but out of costume he just felt so ordinary.

"Greasy meal at the food court, window shopping, and some little activity depending on the mall." Len answered with a shrug. "I come to people watch, mostly."

"Huh."

"When I was a young teenager it was the only way to do a first date. Guys and girls were all obsessed with the mall and who they were going to meet there." Len explained as he squeezed Barry's hand. "School was filled with gossip every Monday of which couples broke under the strain of a mall date and which had survived to be 'official'."

"Wow, seriously?" Barry couldn't help but laugh. "So how many mall dates did you go on in school?"

"Before I dropped out?" Len tilted his head as his eyes focused on nothing in that way that told Barry he was going over thoughts and memories. "A lot, actually. I was trying to prove that I was straight in Jr. High and my first two years in High School. None of them were successful, but I didn't really want them to be. By junior year I was widely considered a heart-breaker before I came out."

"I can see that. Any really memorable ones?"

"Oh yeah. The most memorable was when I lost my virginity. See, Laser Tag was really getting popular and the mall by my house had combined two store fronts to make a decent arena, so it was the place to go during our dates.

"Near the end of my sophomore year I went on my last 'straight' mall date. It was with a girl named Mariah Baxter and she was the prettiest girl in our school and a senior, so everyone was sure that she'd be able to break the ice with me." Barry groaned at his pun but let Len continue his tale. "I agreed to take her out and we ended up turning it into a big group date with five of my teammates and their dates. As soon as we got into the darkened arena, I turned a corner, ditched her and went out to the parking lot where I knew her brother Jamal was waiting. He was my chemistry partner.

"By the last period on Monday however, the entire school knew I nailed him in the back of my car. The team and his own sister gave Jamal so much Hell that his parents let him transfer to a different school. I think they were too scared of me to give me any shit."

"That's horrible." Barry frowned and he offered another squeeze of his hand. "Wait, teammates? You were a jock?"

Leonard grinned at him and nodded. "Until I dropped out during senior year I was on the hockey team."

"Hockey? Really? I mean, is everything with you a giant ice pun?" Barry laughed.

"You don't know the half of it, Scarlet." Len chuckled and stopped their forward progress so he could look him in the eye. "Lisa's a figure skater, nearly went pro, was even told she could be an Olympian. What can I say? Ice runs through our veins."

Before Barry could really laugh at him he was pulled into a soft and unexpectedly tender kiss. People walked around them, only a few stared, but he didn't care. His focus, when he was able to open his eyes, was on the intense gaze of a man who he was definitely falling hard for.

"You aren't gonna ditch me in some dark room are you?"

"I can think of about a hundred different things I'd do to you in a darkened room Scarlet, and ditching you isn't one of them." He wrapped an arm around his shoulder and they continued walking. "So what was dating like for you in high school? You like the bad boys then, too?"

"No, actually, I was convinced I was in love with Iris."

Leonard frowned as he stopped and stared. "Your sister?"

"Legally, yes, but actually she was my childhood friend until I turned nine. It was pretty well established in my mind that I was an only child and being told that I was legally adopted by the West's didn't change my feelings about her. If anything, it intensified my view of her."

"But you considered Detective West a father?"

"Yeah, but I never had a crush on him." Barry shrugged.

"So are you still in love with her?" He couldn't ignore or pretend he didn't hear the biting cold in his tone. The jealousy wasn't even hidden in his expression as his blue eyes cut to him, waiting for an answer.

"Wow you were not kidding about the jealousy thing, were you?" Barry didn't mean to laugh at him, but he was learning so much about Leonard that he couldn't help it. "Alright, alright, I'll answer." He smiled when the glare increased into a soul withering scowl. "No, Len, I am not in love with her. I don't know that I ever was. I think I was in love with the idea of her because she's always been my best friend."

"When did this revelation take place?" Len asked coolly, but his expression had softened exponentially.

"Honestly?"

"No, lie to me, Barry." Leonard rolled his eyes sarcastically.

"Oh my God, you are ornery!" Barry teased, not at all intimidated or concerned by the new scowl on his handsome face. "You need to chill, because I haven't been in love with her since the moment I realized I was gay."

"And when was that?"

Barry's face blushed, he could feel it in the heat of his cheeks and could tell by the pleased smile on Leonard's face. "The first time you called me Scarlet."

"I've been calling you the Scarlet Speedster since Mick and I started working together again." He smirked.

"Yeah, but you didn't start calling me Scarlet til after that Christmas that you warned me of the Trickster and Weather Wizard's plan to take me out."

Leonard's gaze hardened as they continued walking, his grip on Barry's hand tightening just so. If he hadn't been so keenly aware of another streak of Leonard's he'd assume he was mad, but Barry knew better. He'd known from the moment he met Lisa Snart that he was protective.

"Do you remember when you started dropping Speedster to the nickname?" Barry asked. "'Cause I do. It was during the Mona Lisa heist."

The older man tilted his head as he arched a brow. "I don't recall ever stealing the Mona Lisa, Barry."

"Cisco and I nicknamed it that because well," He blushed again and looked at his feet as they walked on. "it was...oh God, this is so embarrassing." Barry ran his free hand through his hair. "The Mona Lisa is so famous because of her peculiar smile and after you called me Scarlet during that heist, I may have made a comment about your own smile being so hard to read until that moment. I told Cisco I'd finally figured out what your evil little smirk meant."

The thief laughed aloud. "You and Cisco were talking about my smirk?"

"Yeah I mean, he's my best friend and when you called me Scarlet I stumbled and fell-

"Oh you're referring to the night I robbed the evidence locker in your own precinct!" Leonard nodded. "You told Cisco over the comms you slipped on ice, but there wasn't any ice down yet, Barry."

He rubbed the back of his neck and grimaced. "Yeah I told him the truth once I got back to the Labs, but that's the night."

"So you didn't trip on anything?" Leonard clarified.

"Nope. It's why I let you go. That moment changed my life forever and I just couldn't focus on the job so I ran back to Cisco and we talked. After that we always referred to it as The Mona Lisa heist so that no one knew what we were talking about." Barry shrugged, but he knew his face was still pink.

"So what exactly does my 'evil little smirk' mean?"

"It's a knowing and flirtatious smirk." He blushed brightly. "The smile you were keeping to yourself was that you were flirting. I figured it out when you called me Scarlet without Speedster being added to it. Hence Mona Lisa Heist."

"Cute." Leonard grinned as they approached the food court. "I'm honored to know I helped you find yourself, Barry." He cleared his throat and then looked him in the eyes, once more his tone and expression becoming serious. "I mean it, whether we work out or not, I'm glad I could help you know yourself."

He laughed it off, but pressed his shoulder into Len's, needing a little more contact than their clasped hands. "So I think I should buy lunch. I tend to eat a lot."

"That's not how this works." Leonard shook his head. "You're not paying for a thing."

"Come on! Really?"

"Should have made this part clear during the ground rules, but I don't go dutch on anything and I rarely allow anyone to pay my way on dates." He insisted.

"You can't just spring that on me now!" Barry exclaimed. "Besides, I eat more in one meal than most people do in three days! It would be too mortifying to let you buy me food."

"How has no one outside of your inner circle not noticed the amount of food you eat and buy? For that matter how on Earth do you afford it?" His curiosity sounded like it was brought on by that protective streak and not out of disgust; which warmed Barry considerably.

"When this first happened to me it was difficult, but after Wells left everything to me I have the ability to take care of myself. Keeping it a secret isn't usually hard. I space out my grocery shopping over several stores throughout the week so that no one really notices."

Leonard tilted his head back and forth as if he was adding something up. "Tell you what," He finally started. "you let me buy while we're still in this experimental dating phase and if we get passed it, if we make this more official, I'll allow you to start chipping in."

"Allow? God you sound like a such a-

He was silenced with a kiss; a hot, demanding kiss that made Barry's head swim. It felt as if the man was trying to possess him from the inside out. He wrapped his arms around him, enjoying the feel of Len's hands holding tightly to his hips. They kissed as if they'd never get another chance at it again and the longer they stayed in such close contact, the more Barry knew he was falling for his nemesis.

"Ahem." Barry would have jumped back at the irritable grunt, but Leonard, smooth as ice held him securely. They both looked at the security officer who'd interrupted them. "Hey, kissing and holding hands no biggie; but you guys are straying into a indecent behavior. Keep it PG, gentlemen."

Barry couldn't help but look all around him at the people staring at them, a few teenagers giggling, a couple of families shaking their heads and other simply watching to see why security was in the area. Two girls in particular were chatting excitedly and pointing at their phones.

"Sure thing," Len told the man and then waited for officer to turn his back on them before he leaned toward Barry and bit his jaw. It didn't really hurt but the shock of it was enough to pull out a more than human reaction to it.

"Ow!" Barry laughed, no longer focused on the people watching them. He smacked Len's shoulder. "That hurt!"

The thief shrugged and then smirked. "Had to get your attention somehow."

"I can't believe how jealous you get!" He laughed and took Len's hand back into his own.

"Yeah, I'd apologize, but I'm not really sorry for it." With a shrug he started walking them toward one of the pizza vendors. "I figure pizza is an easy way to get you fed without drawing too much attention."

"I have one of Cisco and Caitlin's calorie bars with me. I'll only need one pizza." Barry explained and pulled it out to show him.

"You sure that will be enough?"

"There's something like two or three thousand calories packed into this thing." He nodded.

Leonard blinked but couldn't seem to find words. He stared at the bar and then shrugged it off as they waited in line to order some food. Barry leaned into him a bit, enjoying the way his date's arm encircled him and held him close. They were a surprisingly well matched pair, physically and they were very intuitive of one another's body language.

When they ordered, Barry chose a large supreme pizza while Len ordered himself a personal sized pepperoni pizza. They sat in the corner of the food court where a lot of construction was going on. It might have been irritating but most of the patrons in the area were sticking to the front of the court which allowed Barry enough privacy to speed eat through more than half of his pizza.

They finished their meal and continued to window shop as they strolled through the mall, Barry dragging him into a comic store at one point and showing him all of his favorite heroes and explaining why. Leonard admitted that he'd been into them briefly during elementary school and their conversation flowed easily into who their favorite villains were which progressed into fandoms outside of comics.

"Darth Vader and Boba Fett are the shit." Barry insisted.

"Pfft." Leonard shook his head. "Boba Fett was pathetic. His end came from being bumped into the Sarlacc Pit because he wasn't paying attention. That doesn't make him a bad ass, that makes him an idiot who's luck ran out.

"Vader was OK, but for the most part he had no follow through. The Empire did most of the dirty work. He was just hired muscle with no real control over anything that was going on."

"I can't believe you don't like Vader. Everyone likes Vader and seriously? Boba Fett survived, we know he did! He had to."

"Right because the Sarlacc spit him out after dragging his ass into it's mouth." Leonard rolled his eyes.

"OK who were your favorite characters?"

"I'd think that would be rather obvious, Scarlet." He teased as he pressed a kiss to Barry's cheek.

"Umm, The Emperor?"

"No." He laughed. "That old man died being thrown over a rail, come on?"

"I don't know any other awesome bad guys. Darth Maul?"

He shook his head. "And here I thought you were getting to know me. I'm hurt, Scarlet. Hurt." He teased. "Han Solo and Lando Calrissian were my favorites."

Barry's jaw dropped as he slapped his own forehead. "Oh my God, duh! Of course you'd love the thieves and smugglers. How could I have not seen that one coming?"

"I don't know, but it's making me wonder just how competent and investigator and crime fighter you are."

"That was cold." Barry grinned as he stood to face him and then kissed him on the lips. "Really cold."

"Hey guys, this is a comic store, not an hourly hotel." A tall fat man sneered from behind the counter.

"What exactly are you implying?" Leonard asked his brow arched as he turned to face the young adult beside the cash register.

"Len, let it go." Barry asked as he tried to tug on his jacket, but it didn't do any good.

He watched as Leonard stalked forward, his demeanor quickly fading from relaxed and calm to the icy chill that was all Captain Cold. He stayed at his side, if only to protect the poor guy who'd just bit off more than he could chew. His shoulders squared as his arrogant sneer fell into place.

"I don't want to see a couple of fags making out in my shop." Barry face palmed as soon as the man's lips stopped moving. This wasn't going to end well. "Go somewhere else."

"Come on Len, we don't need to be here." Barry tried again.

"Oh don't worry, Barry, I don't plan on giving this slob my business now or in the future." Len smirked as the man rolled his eyes and muttered something about good riddance. "However, I do wonder what right you have to refuse us service?"

"Oh what? You mean besides the fact that I'm the manager AND the owner?"

"Are you really? Sounds like some major boasting to impress the ladies over there checking out the Black Widow comics." Len arched his brow and Barry suddenly had a bad feeling about what the man was up to.

"Trust me, Fagot, this store is all mine. The name on the store front, R. Scott's Comics? That's me. Now get the fuck out before I throw you out."

Len shrugged his shoulders so much like the way he'd done when Barry told him to leave Central City in the forest. There was a sinister smile forming on his face that made Barry nervous. "Let's go, Barry."

"Wait, what? Really?" Barry's eyes widened as Len grabbed his hand and led him away from the counter. "Just like that?"

"You heard the man. We don't want to force him to throw us out."

"OK seriously, Len, remember my rule." Barry frowned and gave a sympathetic look to Mr. Scott. The man rolled his eyes, clearly unimpressed by their behavior.

"Of course Scarlet, but just remember." He released his hand in favor of wrapping his arm around his waist as they left the store. "There are fates so much worse than death." Barry gasped as he goosed him.

"Len!" Barry didn't know for sure if he was snapping at him for pinching his ass or for threatening the rude shop owner.

"What do you say to some laser tag?"

* * *

><p>They crashed through the wooden paneling of the 'fort' in the black light lit arena, Barry laughing as they landed amongst the debris below the landing they'd been on. Several kids gasped and shouted for the referees. He'd never seen anyone so incredibly clumsy in the dark. He used to think that The Flash would have made an excellent thief; clearly his instincts were way off.<p>

"If you think you and I are ever teaming up in a real life gun fight you have another thing coming, Scarlet." Len chuckled.

"Oh come on! That little kid tripped me and you know it!" Barry complained playfully. The pretty brunette frowned as he looked around. "Wow we really busted that thing up, didn't we?"

"Didn't you." Len corrected. "I tried to keep you from falling; you're the one that dragged me down with you."

"At least no one got hurt?" He tried to sound cheerful, but Len just knew he was blushing and rubbing at his neck.

He stared up at the glow in the dark stars on the ceiling and sighed. Any minute now they were going to be surrounded by grade schoolers who would shoot the Hell out of them. He wasn't sure how much more humiliation he could take in a day and he damned sure wasn't going to pay for the damage his date had done, especially since it was caused by one of the snot-nosed brats that tripped Barry.

"What do you say we get out of here and find something funner to do in the dark?" Leonard suggested as he slowly forced himself to his feet. He looked down at Barry who he had landed on top of and offered him a hand.

Barry took his hand and got to his feet. "I can't believe I'm about to pull a hit and run," He chuckled as he pulled him into his arms and kissed him.

Leonard barely blinked and when he opened his eyes they were kissing in the mall parking lot beside his motorcycle. "It only counts as a hit and run if vehicles were involved."

"So, how did I do on our mall date?" Barry asked, his hazel eyes dropping to the ground self-consciously. "Think it went well enough to consider us official?"

There was something so endearing, so vulnerable about the way Barry doubted himself. It made him feel like he needed to wrap Barry up in his arms and protect him from anything and anyone who had ever helped to create that doubt. Unfortunately that probably meant that he'd be protecting him from himself, too.

"Let's just say it couldn't get more official without a notary." He knew it was corny, but corny was his thing and it seemed to be Barry's too if his easy laughter told him anything. "So...dark room?"

"Definitely." Barry nodded.

Len handed Barry the spare helmet just as the Imperial March sounded from the young man's cell phone. He frowned because he knew damned well who the ring tone belonged to. He shrugged when Barry looked at him guiltily before he answered.

"Hey Cisco, what's up?" Pause. "Damn, right now?" Another pause. "Well I was on a date with-" Pause. "I'm on my way." His sad puppy eyes focused on him as soon as he hung up. "I'm so sorry Len."

"If there's no rest for the wicked than there certainly can't be any for you either, Scarlet." He shrugged. "Go get 'em, Flash."

That bright smile lit up the kid's face and then his lips were pressed to Len's cheek before he was gone in a blur of red and yellow.

* * *

><p>Barry was so not in the mood for this, especially not at seven-thirty in the morning. He rubbed tiredly at his eyes as he dragged his forensic kit through the mall. He'd had almost no sleep thanks to four different attacks by four different Rogues. He was going to have a serious talk with Leonard about his and his cohorts sleep habits. Though, if he was honest, Captain Cold hadn't made an appearance last night and according to Cisco's phone tracking systems, he'd been at Saints and Sinners all night.<p>

Joe was by his side. "You might want to find out what the Hell Snart's problem with this guy is." His father frowned as he walked him to...Oh God.

R. Scott's Comics.

"He hit his house last night, too. Stole a whole bunch of stuff apparently." Joe shook his head. "This feels personal, like Snart was trying to get back at him for something."

"What?"

"Wait til you step inside."

Not only were the counters filled with one of a kind collector's items completely iced over, but every single comic book had been turned into paper snow flakes and were littered all across the store's floor, walls and ceiling. The shelves were damaged and the register had been completely emptied along with the safe in the back of the store. In the corner R. Scott was sobbing into his hands. He knew he shouldn't feel bad, but he did, because he should have been able to stop Len.

He frowned though as he tried to think of why he hadn't known and felt his heart stop. That bastard used his Rogues to distract him so that he wouldn't be able to prevent him from destroying the bigot's store! He couldn't believe he'd been so easily distracted! When he talked to Len next he was going to wring his neck.


End file.
